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writer whose work had actually been pro-
duced on the stage (I underlined actually)
which deserved to take precedence over the
scenery, yet I suggested that if they would
care to listen to a few lines that I had been
jotting down. . . . They did not want to
listen to a few lines that I had been jotting
down, particularly as it was obvious that I
had jotted down about a hundred. They
had no doubt that they would be mirrors of
eloquent beauty, but it was fatal to disturb
the mind of the painter with preconceived
ideas. What, for example, had happened,
said Gerard, when Tree produced The
Merchant of Venice? They positively had a
tank of water blown upon by vast bellows
to lap the imitation marble-stairs upon which
the Moor ranted. If, however, the scene-
painter had never read the play and had
merely been told a Moor and Venice, how
different would his freedom have been! But,
I objected, he might have thought that you
meant Dartmoor or Exmoor, and it would
have impeded the action if part of the play
had taken place at night surrounded by
foxhounds, stags and hunt-servants. My
humour, they felt, was schoolboy. Anyhow,
asked Michel, what had I written? A
' Shakespearian prologue is in process of
excubation, I said, with modest pride, 'Hell/
they groaned. 'What sort of paints and
canvas have you, Michel?5